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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

"She never had to go to school, 
And she had oranges . . . and wine! 

"When Helen died, you should have seen 
The flowers, so many and so bright — 

Red roses all about her face . . . 
And Helen's face so very white !" 



JENNY S DANCING 

When Jenny danced with Janet, 

I saw two silver birches swaying 

To a breeze that left the hillside quiet, 

Save for these white stems 

It singled out 

To set them tossing. 

I saw two flames, 

Two'slim and volatile 

Twin flames wind-blown, 

That wound and wound 

Their delicate bodies 

To a tune no ear could follow . . . 

And then came Rupert — 
Hapless male ! — 
And he took Jenny. 

[58] 



Jenny's Dancing 



He could not follow the tune — 
The breeze passed by him ; 
And as he could not bend himself, 
He broke her. 



CAVE TALK 

What are you doing there by the shore? 

— I'm pushing out my boat. 
I mean to follow the sun across 

To islands far remote. 
It may be I shall find a land 

Where fruits and spices grow ; 
Fairer women, stronger men, 

And mountains topped with snow. 

— Nay, go not forth across the wave, 

Where ghosts and monsters be. 
What fairer folk can heart desire 

Than my sweet cubs and me ? 
And who shall bring us fish and flesh 

When you are gone away? 
Come, spread the net and string the bow — 

But fare not far astray! 

What are you scratching there on the rock? 
[59] 



